eAn Acroflick on King CnarLEs. 


CHARTLES, BytheGraceof God, enjoy Thine Own, 
H ave mercy on us, and poſſeſs Thy Throne: 

A nd pity thoſe Poor Souls that have tranſgreſt; 

R ich mercies often reſts in Princes bleſt. 


L ovethen Thy SubjeQs, which all times will be, 


E ver Obedient, Loyal unto Thee; 
S o likewife ſurely their Poſterity, 


S TiH# A R T 'Thouart, Three Kingdoms in Thy Traſt ; 
T benRulethem wiſely, be Upright an4 Juſt. 

Y arieties of Governments they've had : 

A las, alas, -it madethepeople mad ! 

R eſtorethem to their former Liberty, 

T hatthey may Praiſes ſing to God on high, 


K ings are but Mortals here like other Men, 

I ntime They die, and here They ceaſe to Reign. 
N o glorying thenin Honor and Renown: 

G reat Prince lay hold of an Eteragl Crown. 


A men, ſayI, and ſo my Prayers ſhall be, 
M oft humbly anto with bended knee, 
E vertoſend Thy Kingdoms Peace and Grace , 


N everto want one of Thy Blood and Race, 


This from Your humble Servant, by conſenc 
Ot allcrue Hearts that fir in Parliament, - 
The which to You will fach a welcome bring, 
The Fires ſhall burn, and all the Bells ſhall nag, 
Wecry, Five le Roy, God bleſs our King, 


